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9 Fear and plague was 
his calling card— 

The ANGEL 
of DEATH! 
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Send a Shilling and a S.A.E, for the Hlitory to 
Joan the Wad ', 54, Joan's Cottage, Lanivat. 
Bodmin, Cornwall, En*;. 

Thousands say : — 

SHE HAS THE SECRET 

In several million booklets you may have read extracts from testimonials received 
from as far back as 1930. We just take them at random. We possess more than 
twelve thousand unsolicited testimonials, and we know from chance remarks 
that many who swear by Joan never trouble to report to us. Having so many we 
can't possibly publish them all, nor can we constantly be changing our advertise- 
ments, and we have been content to keep to those originally published, but such is 
the immense interest being displayed we thought we would depart from our rule 
in a small measure and just publish 3 or 4 of the huge number that have come in 
recently. Remember, similar testimonials have been coming in unceasingly since 
1930. 

NEVER WITHOUT MONEY 

"I received one of your Histories about three weeks ago, and it has brought me 
luck. Before I received your book I was always without money, but now, thanks 
to you, I am never without money." (Mrs,) G. O., Glos. 

LOST HIS JOAN— LOST HIS LUCK 

'Tlease let me know how much to send for 'Joan the Wad' and 'Jack O'Lantern.' 
I had them both in 1931, but somehow lost them in hospitals two years ago. I can 
honestly say that since losing them nothing has seemed to go right with me, I 
know what good luck Joan can bring by honest facts I have really experienced . . 
I certainly know that 'Joan the Wad* is more than a lucky charm." Mr. E. S. S.. 
Liphook, Hants. 

MARRIED A MILLIONAIRE 

'. . , Two of my friends have won £500 each since receiving your mascots, and 
another has married an American millionaire , . , Please forward me one 'Joan 
the Wad' and one 'Jack O'Lantern'." C. E., Levenshulme. 

BETTER JOB, MORE MONEY, LESS HOURS, IMPROVED HEALTH 

"My dear Joan . . . She has brought me continual good luck and her influence 
spreads to every sphere ... I have got a much better job . . . greater wages . . . 
less working hours . . . and my health has greatly improved. I have always been 
a lonely kind of person, but ... a friend of the opposite sex, she is also lonely . . . 
great opportunity for comradeship offered. So you see how the influence of Joan 
works. My pockets have always been full and I have had many wishes and desires 
fulfilled ... I would not part with Joan for her weight in gold, she is much too 
valuable in every way. Her powers extend all over the world, and she works un- 
ceasingly for the full benefit of her friends and adherents. She rides in my pocket 
day and night and never leaves me." D. H., Leeds, 9, 

All you have to do is CO send & Shilling (saving stamps accepted) and a stamped 
addressed envelope for the history to 

54, JOAN'S COTTAGE, LANIVET, BODMIN, CORNWALL, ENG. 

For Canada and U.S.A., send 50 cents for History, or J2 for both History and Mascot. 

For Australia, S. Africa. N. Zealand, Rhodesia, Barbados and other Colonics, send Is. fid, 

for History, or 8a. Od. for both History and Mascot. 
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men had to put the torch to euery house he visited. Rod onty 
the superstitious had a name for him..They railed him.. 
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IN THE PtM LI6HT OF THE SHAftBY ROC*, 
POCTOR LESCOUX WATCHED THE THIN FORV\ 
OF THE OLt? WOMAN IN THE CHAIR, ROCKING 
BACK ANP FORTH... LIKE THE QUESTION IN 
HIS OWN mHX?... WHAT WAS TH£ SOUftCS 
Ofi TMIS STRANGE MALADY WWCM WAS 
D/SPCS/A/& OF (TS SSCOM& V/CT/M 
BEFORE MS VERY EYES/ 



X HAVE GIVEN HIM t nO'FERNANO 
A SEDATIVE / ST J WtLL 0t£* % 
WILL £AS£ HIS f CAN SEE THAT 
PAIN/ HE WILL >L YOU CANNOT, 
SLEEP/ r->* e SSsl SAVE HIM/ 




HOW CAN YOU SAY THAT WHEN THE TRUTH IS 
YOU/ YOURSELF, ATTENDED THE GlRLj A MATTER Of 
ANI? WITNESSED HER PYINS / MANY TH1N6S, 
STRU66LES/ YOU KNOW T J MOTHER MOREL/ 
SPEAK THE TRUTH... f-^ — f THE RENARP 6IRL 

SHOWEO ,A FEWtlJ 

SYMPTOMS WHICH 

I HAVE NOT 

PETEOTEP IN 

FERNANP/ 




IT WAS A SMALL FRENCH TOWN. frHAMCfgNT 
TOWN ...EVEN THE VERY EARTH OH WHICH IT 
STOOI? PERIODICALLY YIELDED THE EVIDENCE 
THAT MAN HAP LIVED THERE BEFORE THE 
PAWN OF HISTORY. ..BUT MUCH OLDER WAS 
FEAR AND SUPERSTITION ...AND A PANDER 
TO THE WORK OF POCTOR LESCOUX... 
BECAUSE IT WAS STILL, VERY MUCH. ALIVE / 





THE AJVOEL Ofi DEATH* HIS 

SHADOW IS UPON OUR HOUSE/ , 
COME QUICKLY, DOCTOR LESCOUX/ 
UNCLE PHILLIPE...HE IS 
STRICKEN/ 




THE BOY WASN'T LYING/ PHILLIPE DULLOT WAS A 
MAN IN THE THROES Of INDESCRIBABLE PAlN/IT 
TOOK FOUR PEOPLE TO KEEP HIM FROM FLINGING 
HIMSELF FROM THE SEP. ..DOCTOR LESCOUX 
STRUGGLED WITH HIM TO INJECT A PAIN KILLING PRU& 
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mtlH THE PBUG TOOK EPFSCT, PHILLlPSS 
fEVEREP BRAIN WAS INSULATEP PROM THE 
FIRES IN HIS BOPy/COCTOR LESCOUX EX- 
AMiNEP HtM ANP FOUNP THE MARK OP THE 
UNKNOWN ENEMY UPON PHILLIPE... 



IT WAS SURELY A SUPER- 
NATURAL POWER WHICH 
FELLEP HIM /PHILLIPE 
HAP THE STRENGTH 
OF A PLOW HORSE / 



A WAY WITH 

yoUR olp 

WIVES' TALES/ 
THERE IS A 
STRANGE FORCE 
AT WORK HERE... 
BUT OF £ARrH£Y 
ORIGIN/ 



THE OLP WIVES' TALES 
HAVE BEEN WITH US 
LONGER THAN yoUR 
MEP1CINE/THE HANP 
OF THE PARK 
ANGEL 15 UPON 
US ALL/ 



WU FOOLS/ THIS TALK 
OF A GHOSTLY ASSASSIN 
IV ILL BRING PANtC TO 
THE TOWN/ I TELL YOU 
fT MUST STOP/ IT IS 

NONSENSE... 

NONSENSE* 
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THE CRY OF TERROR PENETRATEP THE WALLS OF 
THE HOUSE ...ANP IGNlTEP THE CHARGEPATMOS- 
PHEHE/ POCTOR LESCOUX WAS HOT THE FIRST TO 
REACH THE POOR / BUT HE WAS AMONG THOSE 
WHO SAW- THE MAN FLEEING FROM THE PUR- 
SUING SHAPOW/ 




A HALF HOUR LATER, DOCTOR LESCOUX 
WAS AT THE QUARTERS OP THE /WAN IN 
CHARGE OF THE DIGGINGS IN THE ANCIENT 
HILLS BEYONP THE TOWN ... 







SOME OF THESE ARE 
L/WA/O FOSSILS... IS 
THIS NOT SO? FLIES/ 
TOAPS FOUNP 
'■'■3102.0 IN 
AMBER-. BUT 

ST .. ALIVE 
AFTER 




I SEE YOU REAC? 
YOUR NEWSPAPER 
THOROUGHLY/ BUT, 
WHY THIS VJSIT* 




NOW, TELL fflE, 
PROFESSOR... ONE Of 
YOUR LIVING FOSSILS, 
SUSPENDED IN AA1SER 

...IT was /nor A 

MERE TOAP OR 
A FLY-- 




SAY/ WHAT PC? YOU 
KNOW ABOUT THAT 
SPECIMEN? IT'S 
SEEN MJSS/M& 
FROM THIS CAMP 
FOR THREE PAYS 
NOW.' 



THERE WAS NO NAAAE FOR THE GIANT INSECT 
WHICH SURViVEP A MILLION YEAR SLEEP/ 
THERE WAS NO NAME FOR THE STRANGE 
PLAGUE IT WAS SPREADING AMONG THE 
PEOPLE IN THE TOWN / BUT DOCTOR LB5CO0X 
ASSUME!? ONE FACT HE HAE? TO GAMBLE OH J 




THIS VERY MOMENT !T A\AY SE RESTING SOME- 
WHERE ... GATHERING STRENGTH TO RESUME ITS 
FLIGHT/ WE- MUSTA"AU IT BEFORE IT FLIES 

«■ . , — , AGAIN / IT IS OUR ONE HOPE 

N *f^\ \ TO PREVENT A TERRIBLE 
EPIDEMIC/ 




THUS BEGAN THE STRANGEST OF HUNTS/ 
EVERYONE WHO COULP CARRY A RIFLE OR AN 
AXE WAS OFF TO COMB- THE COUNTRYSIDE 
IN SEARCH OF THE FANrAST/C KILLER / 

3SS 



DOCTOR LESCOUX, B55ET BY FATIGUE FROM HIS 
CONSTANT LABORS AT THE BEPSIPES OF HIS 
PATIENTS— WAS IN HIS HOME — RECEIVING RE- 
PORTS ON THE PROGRESS OF THE SEARCH / 



THEY'VE GOT TO 
KEEP LOOKING 
FOR HIM /THEY 
•MUSTN'T GIVE 
JP HENRI ' 




IF THAT HORRIBLE THING CAN SURVIVE ITS NEW 
SURROUNDINGS, TH£#£'$ A/O r£li.MG> 
MOtV flAft /T W/IL SP8EAP ITS CAffGO 

Of DEATHS ITS GOT 

TO BE FOUNC ANP 
DESTROYED BEFORE 
THAT HAPPENS/ 





rr was the third, pay c? fruitless search 

AND DESPAIR/ WHILE GRIM, TIRED MEN 
STALKED THE WOODS, THOSE IN TOWN FOUSHT 
A LOSING BATTLE TO CHECK THE SICKNESS... 




"IO0P 1 MA&WS" NT7KIX.1C.V NO ATTENTION IN THAT 
PARK HOUR/ PEOPLE KNEW HIM AS THE HAND CURLED 
AROUND THE WINS BOTTLE IN THE WARM LI6HT OP TUB 
TAVERN/ THE JOLLY VOICE THAT ROSE PROM THE 
CIRCLE OF HEADS AT THE CORNER TA6LE...A TELLE* 
OP TALL STORIES WHO POUND NO AUDIENCE WHEN 
HE WALKED* DAZEDLY INTO TOWN THAT PAY... 




A>;S» STRANGELY EMOUGH, "LOUD MARIUS,* 
- MSELF EXCHANGED' NO GREETINGS/ THAT 
SHOULD HAVE AROUSED WONDER/ FOR A 
SH-ENT MARIUS WAS A PHENOMENON INPEED/ 
iVA5 HE STRICKEN WITH THE PLAGUE * NOBCW 
STOPPED TO ASK /AMD MARIUS VkALKED ON/ 



MARlUS WENT STRAIGHT TO THE MAYOR'S HOUSfi ... 
WHEN THE DOOR WAS OPENED TO HIM, MARIUS EN- 
TERED/ STUPIDLY, HE LINGERED IN THE VESTI3ULE 
WHILE THE MAYOR WAS SUMMONED... ONLY WHEN Tn2 
OLD MAN AND DOCTOR LESCOUX MADE THEIR APPEAR* 
ANCE DID MARIUS PUT DOWN THE SACK HE CARRIED... 





POOR MAR/US/ HE COULD SAY NOTHING/ IN THE 
SADNESS OP HIS GAZE WA5 THE TRAGEDY OF HIS 
SHATTERED CAREER AS THE TOWN LIAR/ FOR HO 
LIE HE COULD DEVISE WOULD EVER MATCH THE 
ASTOt/4/0/AtG TRUTH WW/C/V SPRAWLED AT 
HIS FEET/ 




BIG WIUIS HAP TO LOSS THIS FIGHT! THE SCHSMS WAS TO 
PIAGVS HIM WITH THS FACE OF THE MAN HFD KfUEQ IN 
THS RING. IT WAS A MISTAKE TO Him A... 




PERHAPS, THIS STfZANGE INCIDENT MJSMT NEVER HAVE 
HAPPENED IF GUNNBR L£WS, BIS WILLIE'S MAftAGBK, 
HAP THOUGHT LESS OF MONEX AND MORS OF BIG 
WILLIE'S Fl&H TIN Or PROWE5S. WILDE HAP SKAWN, 
BUT LITTLE ASiLIT/-- 




(VILLI! COULD TAKE. INHUMAN PUNISHMENT, AND 
HE COULP HIT LIKE A MULE,' IN PACT, HE WAS A 
GOOD CLUB FIGHTER.' BUT GUNNER WANTED A 
CHAMP...AND A CHAW- HAP TO KNOW HOW TO BOX! 



BIS WILLIE WONT 
PUT A CLOVE 



I HOPE YOU'VE &01 
6OQ0 SECONDS- IN 
HIS CORNER, FRIDAY 
NIGHT, LEWIS.' MY BOY 
IS GONNA CUT THIS 
HULK TO PIECES.' 



gyWSS HE WILL AND 

MAYBE HE WON'T.' 

IF WILLIE TAGS HIM, 

IT'S CURTAINS FOR 

YOUR BOY/ 





THAT PALOOKA COULDN'T PUCK 
A SNOWBALL/ MY FISHTER IS 
TOO FAST..: TOO Cl€V£tt FOR 
S:G WILLIE/ WILLIE'S BOUND 
TO TAKE THE COUNT/ 




GUNNER, LETS FACE IT/YOUR 
BOY'S GOING NOWHERE .' HE 
CAN BEAT HIS SHARE OF THE 
STUMBLEBUMS AND MAKE 
YOU CIGAR MONEY/ BUT, 
HE WON'T MAKE A PfMC 
FOR YOU WHEN HE 
MEETS THE KIPS 
WITH CLASS/ 




LOOK, GUNNER/MY 
FIGHTER IS THE 
FAVORED CONTENDER 
FOR THE CROWN (N 
THIS DIVISION. ' HE'S 
&OT TO QEMA/N 

THE FAVORED 

CONTENDER/ 



IF YOU'Re 
SUGGESTING THAT 
WILLIE THROWS 
THE FIGHT... IT'S 
NO SOAR/ HE 
WON'T VO A 
TANK JOS/ 




WHO'S ASKlN' WH TO DlVE'ALl. I WANT ) GO ON, 
IS YOU* COOPER ATI ON IN A LITTLE J HOWS / 
SCHEME; / YOU WON'T HAVE TO OO J BUT 
ANYTHING THAT'S DISHONEST... ■/ MAKE IT 

unless you cali turning r^-"! 0000/ 

YOUR SACK FOR A MINUTE, 
DISHONEST.', 



WELL, YOU KNOW WHAT &K& WILLIE'S. RlSHT DIP 
TO SWEDE JENSON IN DETROIT/ IT KtLLEP HIM.' 
YOU KNOW HOW Si<S WiLLlE'S FELT ABOUT IT EVER 
SINCE.' HOW, 1 KNOW A <5uy WHO'S A OSAO 
fttA/&£8 FOR THE SWEDE ...IF HE CAN SET TO 
SI6 WILLIE BEFORE THE Fl&HT. 




I 5AW HIM GO IN 

TOO, GUNNER/ I 
HE POES HIS 
JOB, IT'S IN 
THE BAG,' 




GUNNER 

THOUGHT 

WILLIE 

LOOKEP 

A LITTLE 

NERVOUS 

AS THE 

BELL 

SOUNDED, 

OPENSNG 

THE FIRST 

ROUND/ 

"JUST A4 

THOUGH 

N8'P 
SEEN A 
GHOST," 
GUNNER 
THOUGHT/ 
HE SAILED 
WRYLY 
AS B!G 
WILLIE 
STARTED 
TOWARD HIS 
OPPONENT/ 



NOW, REMEMBER WHAT I TOLD 
YOU, WILLJE/ KEEP ON YOUR 
TOES AND WATCH 
OUT FOR HIS 

LEFT ' 




HOWE'S SOY WAS A CLEVER CUSTOMER/ A 
REAL CUTIE/HE RAN RINGS AROUND S'G 
WILLIE... NEVER ALLOWING WILLIE TO USE 
HiS PANGEROU5 RIGHT HAND EFFECTIVELY/ 



THEN IT CAME/ THE FATAL OPENING/ BIG WiLLIE 
REACTED LIKE A BATTERING RAM INSTEAD OF A 
HAUNTED WRECK/ HIS TERRIBLE RIGHT SHOT OUT 
ANP EXPLODED ON AN UNPROTECTED CHIN/ 




-glGHT- 
ANP- 



NINE- TEN- 

our.i 
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I... I DON'T UNPERSTANP, 
WILLIE/ YOU LOOKED SO 
M&tVOUS AT FIRST/ 
I THOUGHT HE MAC 
YOU.« AND THIN 




IT WOULD 

BE A GOOD 
IDEA... X 
/WEAN, IT 
WOULD KlNDA 
CLEAR THE 
AIR ' 



WELL, I'M JUST TAKING MY NAFJ WHEN 
SOMEBODY WAKES ME UP/ I LOOK 
UP,ANP I KNOW VOU WON'T BELIEVE 
IT, MR. LEWIS... BUT IT AIN'T NOBODY 

but sweoe jenson. the <&uy i 

KILLED IN THE RING THAT Nk&HT IN 
DETROIT/ 




WELL, AT FIRST I'M PRETTY 
SCARED/ BECAUSE HE'5 PEAR/ 
AND IF HE'S PEAP, THIS THlNw 
I'M TALKING TO MUST BE 
/ 



HE WAS NO CRUM/ NOT THIS ©HOST/ HE WANTED 
TO HELP/ "SO IN AND WIN, WILLIE f HE TELLS ME/ 
DON'T LET MY CROA KINS PRY ON VOUR MINP/ IT 
WASMT YOUR FAULT/ I DIDN'T TRAIN/ X 
WASN'T IN 5HAPE / I DESERVED WHAT 1 

ear/ then he shakes my hand and, 

TAKES OFF/ KlNDA STRAN6E WASN'T IT. 7 





GUNNER 

LEWI* 

DIDN'T 
TRY TO 

7 * LK ^ 
HiS WAV 

OUT OP , 

accompany- 

ING HOWE, 

FOR IT 

WOULD 
HAVE 
LOOKED 
AS THOUGH 

HE HAD 

SOME 
PART 

IN THE 
POUSLE 

CROSS/ 
HIS SKIN 
CRAWLED 

AT THE , 
THOUGHT/ 



THIS IS THE PHONY'5 ROOM/ X 
POM'r THINK HE'D BE DUMB 

ENOUGH TO COME BACK HERE, 

BUT I JUST WANT TO 
MAKE SURE/ 




T H ey FOUND HOWE'S BOSU5 "6HOST"lN A LITTLE 
RESTAURANT,.. PALE AND TREMBLING AT A CORNzZ 
TABLE ' 



OKAY, 
VVHITEY/TALK FAST/ 
WHO ENGINEERED 
THE DOUBLE 
CROSS/ 



FOE PETE'S SAKE, HOWE/ I'M 
HALF OUT OF MY WITS AS IT 
15/ YOU'RE 

<&IVE HIM A 
CHANCE / 
HOWE/ LET 
HIM TALK — 




50 HELP m, I WAS JUST JETTING REAPy 
TO COME OVER TO THE CLU&...COMBIN& MY 
HAIR WITH A PART IN THE MIPPLE LIKE YOU 
TELL /ME TO DO.- WHEN ALL OF SUDPEN I 
SHE TWO REFLECTIONS IN THE MiRROR 
AND THEV'GE 80TH ME.' I TURN 
AROUND TO SEE WHAT'S CAUSING 
IT, WHEN I'M PUSHED TO THE 
FLOOR AND TRUSSED UP IN 
ONE SECOND FLAT/ 



HE PON'T SAY A WORD/ HE JUST KEEPS WINDING ) WHO 
-HC5E ROPES AROUND ME/ I'M NOT EXACTLY / WAS THIS 
A WEAKLING YOU KNOW... AND. I- TRIED TO J GUY? 
ESCAPE BUT THIS GUY, IS BUILT LIKE A ^S WOULD 
F^-HTER... A HEAVYWEIGHT/ HE HANDLES J YOU KNOW 
ME LIKE A BABY/ WHEN 1 CAN'T 1/hiM!F YOU SAW 
MOVE ANY MOKE.. ■ HE JUST WALKS jgL HIM AGAIN ? 

OUT 4 



m 
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IT'S LIKE I TELL YOU, HOWE/ THE GUY 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN MY rHWSWWW.' 
THATS WHY IM SO SCARED/ H-HE 
COULD HAVE BEEN THE SWEPESTHB 
DEAD PU& X WAS SUPPOSED 
70 MPERSONATE. 1 
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E DDIE f 70? ARSONIST WAS FRIGHTENED OF THOSE STRANG? 
PEOPLE. HE HAP GOOD CAUSE TO »E THEY WERE HIS 
ACCUSERS.. HIS JUDGES.,. AND HIS EXECUTIONERS! 




EPPte 

KEATING- 

WAS A 

BUM ANP 

HE WAS 

IN LOVE/ 

HE PtDNT 

KNOW 

IT, 

THOUGH, 

FOR 

WHOEVER 

HEARS? 

OF A 

BUM 

FALLING 

IN 
LOVE? 

YET, 
THAT'S 
WHAT 
MAPE 
IT- ALL. 
THE 
TOUGHER.. 




HE SHOULP 

NEVER 
HAVE SOME 
INTO THE 

OLP 

aiimofit 
mSATWK 

IN THE 
FIRST 

PLACE'SOT 

JT WAS 

COLC 

OUT5/CE, 

ANP 
RAINING- 

ANP 
MOSOpy 
EVER i/S£P 
THEPLACJE. 
WHV NOT? 
HE HAP NO 
WAy q F 

KNOWING- 
HE WAS 

GOING TO 
MEET 





SPAH%..,M/$r£K SPAN* TO YOU, 

PUNK /NOW, LISTEN CAREFULLY/ 
HERE'S WHAT 1 WANT YOU TO 
PO : THI5 OLD 3ARN COSTS ME. 
ABOUT TWENTY 6RANO A yEAR 
IN TAXES,ANP 
I PONT mAKE 
A PIM£ ON IT/ 
IF IT SHOULP 
SUP0£*tl*f 
GO UP IN 
FLAMES, I'P 
COLLECT A 
LOT OP , 
INSURANCE ' 





THERE'S AN OLC? MAN 
ANP HIS DAUGHTER 
LIVING IN THE BASE' 
WENT ASCARETAKER5.' 
I'LL TELL THEjM TO 
LET YOU STAY HERE 
FOR AWHILE... 
UNTIL I ©£T MY 
INSURANCE 
IN ORDER/ 1 
DON'T WANT TO 
BE SEEN HERE 
ANY MORE 
SO... 



IT VW»*EA5y, EVUIB 1HOU&HT...f;tVg'GfrAMl>~ 
FOR SrttUttNG A MATCH.' H&V (TONE WORSE 
THIN6S FOR A LOT LESS/ IN THE MEANTIME, .HE 
/WI&HT AS WELL /HAKE HIMSELF FAMILIAR WITH THS 
PLACE/ 



WHAT 
A JOINT/ IT'LL 
60 UP LIKE 
A MATCH- 
BOX' 
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HEX WHAPCAYA 
CALL THIS. ANY- 
WAY* GET ©#7H 
THERE ... ANP FAST/ 



I.. .I'M SORRY/ X DIPN'T 
REALIZE >OU WERE OUT 
THERE/ YOU MUST BE 
THE... THE UNFORTUNATE 
GENTLEMAN MR.SPANX 
TOLD US ABOUT... 





, NO* WELL, I'D LIKE 
TO KNOW WHAT IT... 
AW, WHAT'S THE 
USB TALKING TO A 
KU> LIKE YOUf YOU 
DON'T KNOW WHAT 
ITS ALL 
ABOUT' 



YOU'RE NOT AS TOUSH 
AS YOU A1AKE OUT 
TO BE ...I THINK YOU 
WOULD BE VERY 
Ntce IF YOU'D STOP 
ACTiNG* 



YOU 0Q* AW... GO ON/ (SET 
OUTA HERE / I GOT HO T/MG 

TO BE ARGUING WITH THE 
UKES OF VOU/ NOW GO ON 
HOME AND PLAY WITH 
YOUR POLLS/ 



* .. "-'-:. ■.- sHa 




jean, dip you 
2ehear5e your 
number, child? 

WE VOtiT HAVE 
OH, EXCUSE WE, 
MISTER/ X 

DIDN'T SEE 



.its oKA^PC'P/N'rm sorry if 



I'M GLAD you 
SHOWED UP/ 
MAYBE >DU 
CAN GET TWS 
KtO OUT OP 

MY HAIR/ 




JEAN DISTURBED 

you/ you see, 

WE'RE REHEARSING 

FOR. A MINSTREL SHOW 
WE'RE GOING TO 
PUT ON FOR THE 
ACTORS' BENEFIT, 
AND WE 
THOUGHT. 



ALL. RIGHT/ 

ALL RIGHT/ 

YOU PONT 

HAVE TO 

SO INTO A 

REHEARSE 
ALL YOU 
WANT/ 1 
DON'T 
CARE/ 



poppa, do you V W ELL, MY 

THINK YOU SHOULD/ FRIEND... 
ASK HIM NOW? /SINCE YOU 
ARE DOWN 
ON YOUR LUCK,. 
...AND BELIEVE ME* 
W£ A CTOR& KNOW 
WHAT IT IS TO BE UP 
AGAINST IT.' IF 
YOU PONT MIND 
MEAGER FARE, 
PERHAPS YOU'D 
JOIN US FOR 

TOMORROW 
EVENING ' 



'smmm 



tf®» 
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MS? YOU WANT ME 
TO EAT PINNER WITH 
yOli ft NEVER. 
WELL, OKAY- 
SURE, IF YOU 
WANNA GIVE 
ME A FREE 
3RUS,I AtNT 
ONE TO PASS 
IT UP/ 




EPPIE KEATING LAY AWAKE A 
LONG TIME THAT NIGHT, THINKING 
...THINKING THINGS HE HADN'T 
THOUGHT IN. A LONG TIME... 



SHE SAID I WASN'T A BAD 
GUY...AND -HE CALLED ME 
A?/EA«0>.'AIN'T NOBODY EVER 
CALLED ME FRIEND BEFORE/ 
IT'S TOO BAD I CAN'T 
WARM THEM BEFORE 1 
TOUCH OFF THIS JOINT/ 
IT'S A SHAME ... 




WHAT'S THE MATT£R WITH ME, 
ANYWAY? FIVE GRAND FOR . , 
DOIN'- NOTHING ANDXVW 
6ETTIN' SOFTS VOW THINK 
THEY WERE THE ONLY 
PEOPLE THAT EVER HAD 
TO DIE/ COME ON, GO TO 
SLEEP, YOU SUM /YOU'LL 
GET OV£R IT IN THE 
MORNING/ 





AFTER A 
RESTLESS 

NIGHT, 

THE 
NERVES 
'ARE 

HOT 
ALWAYS 
WHAT 
THEY 
SHOULD 
BE, BUT 
EPPIE 
HAP TO 
SEE 

THg 

TWO 

'AGAIN/ 

HE 
MAD 
TO SEE 
THEM... 
IN THE 
FLESH/ 



POPPA SAYS IF I 
PRACTICE REAL HARE? 
SOME PAY I'LL BE 
A FINE ACTRESS... 
AND X BELIEVE 
HIM/ ONE PAY I'LL 
BE A STAR ANP 
POPPA WILL BE 
PROOD Of ME' 



SHE'S MAKING 
PLANS FOR 
THE FUTURE/ 
IF SHE ONLY 
KNEW HOW 
SHORT THAT 
FUTURE WAS 
GONNA BE/ 




EPPiE LOOKED AT THEM... LONG AND HARD.' HE 
CO ULPN'T TAKE HIS EYES FROM THEM.' BUT IT 
WASN'T A FRESH YOUNG GIRL AND A CHEERFUL 
OLD MAN THAT HE SAW/ RATHER IT WAS... 



YES, some: cay 

JEANIE WILL BE 
ANOTHER 

BERNHARDT/ 




NOTHING 
HAP EVER 
AFFECTED 

6PP1E 
LIKE THIS 
BEFORE / 
HE LIKED 
TO THINK 
HE HAD 

IRON 
NERVES.' 

BUT AS 
HE WALKED 

TO THE 

CORNER 
NEWSSTANP 
ALL HE 
COULP VO 
WAS WI5H 
THE WHOLE 
THING WAS 
OVER/ THEN 

HE &OT 
THE NEWS 
HE WAS 

WAITING 
..FOR /,_ 



fACK IN THE 

THEATER, 

EPPlE 
GATmEREP 
-C5GETHER 
BE RAGS 

- = HAP 

rAREFuuy 

LAlPASiPI. 
HE TOOK , 
O-JTACAN 
OF GASOLINE 
-E MAP 
SOUGHT 
DC NIGHT 
BEFORE 
ANP SPREAP 
- AROUNP 
THE PKY 
WOOP 
-.OOF.. BUT 
-.5 HANP 
SHOOK** 
-£ STRUCK 
THE MATCH 
ON THE 
SOX/ 



THERE AIN'T NO 
PREAM5 OR VISIONS 
THAT'S GONNA SCARE 
EPPIE KEATING WHEN 
THERE'S FIVE 
GRAND WAITIN'FOR . 
HIM '/ VT 



E0P1E -TURNER AMP THE SIGHT THAT AtET HI 5 
EyES WAS E\?EN MORE THAN A MAN OF HIS 
COLP NERVE OOULP STANP. 



AUVS ANP WALKIN'ANP 
TALKIN'/ THIS AiN'T NO 
PRE AM/ THEy KNOW WHAT 

I'M GONNA PO ANP 
■yVE COME T£ 




well, you'Re *©r 

GONNA GET ME, 
TO yA HEAR?f 

tou'fte NOT 

SONHA . 

eer mm/ 



CAU. IT SHOCK- CALL IT FRIGHT-- WHATEVER IT WAS 
THAT PULLEP EPPIE KEATING'S THINKING POWERS. 
CAfJSEP H(M TO RUN HEAPLONG INTO THE FLAMING 
INFERNO IGNITEP By HIS OWN MATCH,.. 




THE FLIGHT THAT FAILED 



Mil 



&-■■:; 
&**& 



frtiwrtia 



■pg»i 



MRS. RICHARDS was a- 
wafcened by Billy's long, 
terror stricken scream. 
Fearing bis fever was 
worse, her heart pounded 
as she made her way 
through the midnight black* 
ness of the rooms to Bil- 
ly's bedside, where he 
sat crying wildly. : The 
four-year old muttered his 
father's name over and 
over, "Daddy's dead. Dad- 
's dead." He chanted, his eyes half closed. 
Mrs. Richards tried to comfort the boy as she 
picked him up and hurried to phone the doctor. It 
was fever, he was worse, she told the doctor, but 
In her heart she knew the boy's words were true. 
"Daddy's airplane crashed into the sea. Mummy," 
Billy said. ;Her heart nearly stopped. After all, 
hadn't he been right those other times? 

It was when Billy was a year and a half old 
that the. first 'coincidence' had happened. Peter 
Richards, an importer, had been expecting an im- 
portant shipment to arrive in California. He wanted 
to inspect it personally and had decided to take 
his wife and son with him; combine business with 
■a pleasant vacation, Mrs, Richards had never 
been to California and looked forward to the trip. 
But the night before they were to leave, Billy 
came down with croup, and Florence Richards 
was forced to stay at home, in New York, with 
him. Peter, under the urgent stress of business, 
boarded the train, as scheduled, after a feeble 
attempt by Billy, begging him not to go. The baby 
was too young to express himself fully; what he 
.said hardly made sense, "No, Daddy, don't go. 
Daddy, stop, Daddy." That is, it didn't make 
sense until the next morning. 

Jtwas about ten o'clock the next morning when 
little Billy came toddling out of his room- 
screaming as if he were in great pain, his eyes 
clouded and unseeing. Florence had allowed him 
to get out of bed, for his cough was much better, 
and she had left him playing happily with his 
electric train. "Train wreck, train wreck," his 
harsh, crying voice told her. 

She carried him back into 'his room, nolicing 
that his train was derailed, the cars on their 
Sides on the floor in a crazy pattern. 

Half laughing at the boy's undue concern, she 
said, "We'll just put it back on the track and It 
will go right on, Billy," But as she kneeled to 
right the cars, Billy's words stopped her short, 
"Daddy's train. Daddy's hurt." 

Florence worried some, but didn't take it too 
seriously until she heard on the radio later that 
the flyer Peter had taken to California had hit a 



bad rail and had been derailed on a curve-at ex- 
actly the same time Billy's train had 'wrecked'. 

In a few days, Florence and Billy flew out to 
the little town where Peter was In the hospital. 
His injuries were severe, but he would be all 
right in time. Florence couldn't help but tell him 
what had' happened with the toy train, but Peter 
said it was only a coincidence. 

The coincident became an incident in their 
minds as time passed. :Then, a year late, the 
Richards family was driving on a mountain road 
in Canada. Their car, a new one, was in perfect 
condition, and the family, happy over Peter's re- 
covery, were singing lustily. 

They came to a rather steep down hill grade, 
but the road was good and Peter didn't cut his 
speed noticeably, suddenly Billy stopped sing- 
ing, his face twned a ghostly white and he be- 
gan to cry. He muttered that he was sick and 
begged his father to stop. Peter slowed down, 
noticed a narrow bridge, and asked bis son if he 
couldn't wait until they crossed the bridge, where 
they'd be on level ground. 

But Billy only screamed louder. "No, Daddy, 
fitopl Don't cross the bridge!" Whether Florence 
remembered the train incident, or whether she 
was really afraid Billy was sick, she doesn't re- 
member. But she induced Peter to stop quickly. 
They pulled over to the side of the road just in 
time to witness another car, speeding along be- 
hind them, run on to the narrow bridge. As the 
car reached the middle, a loud, cracking noise 
snapped their attention and the whole bridge 
floor opened up. The car was stopped momentar- 
ily as it fell into the crevice in the boards and 
remained for a matter of seconds until the bridge 
collapsed. Car, bridge and people fell some three 
hundred feet to a' waterless bottom. It was the 
screams of the three people inside the car that 
echoed in the Richards' ears for some time to 
come. 

And now this most violent disclosure, made 
only more nightmarish by the doctor's arrival and • 
diagnosis that Billy had no fever and was well [ 
in all respects. When the telephone rang. Flop- 
ence knew what the message would be. -.Numbed, ^ 
mechanically, she picked It up. Yes, Peter Rich- 
tads had been on flight 23, bound for Paris. The • 
motor had failed In mid-ocean-but walfc-a trans- 
atlantic cable-from Peter— 'Ticked up by' com- 
mercial steamer-alive and well-love-Peter." Flor* 
ence didn't even hear the voice on the other end 
of the Hne say, "He was the only survivor," for ' 
she had fainted. 

Was it because Billy hadn't predicted the bag- 
edy that his father had been spared? Florence 
Richards doesn't know, but she and Peter both I 
listen carefully now every time Billy speaks. 



ICE yOU OWHEO A VO&: HE'S SOWS* NOW, TO wHATEvfifc H6AVEN ITIS THAT 

dogs so... yeT sometimes you thjnk vouve seem him.' watches yotr, 

UOVW& yOU, EVEK AFTER T?£ATH/ WELU- PEKHAPS you HAVE... 





'MY NAME IS WALTER WRISHT.'WHAT 
X WRITE HERE HAP ACTUALLY 
HAPPENED ON THE NkSHTOF JULY 
!,ie>5l... OTHER THAN STATINS THAT 
FACT I CAN OFFER NO PROOF.' 1'IA 
AN ARCHEOLO&IST/ I PEAL IN 
FACTS/ I KNOW IT HAPPENED/ YET, 
WHEN IT 6E6ANJN FRANK CANNCWS 
STUPY,! TOO WAS A DOUBTER 



50 YOU STILL 
PON'T BELIEVE 
ME, EH? WALTER 
WRI6HT, THE MAN 
Or SCIENCE WHO 
BELIEVES ONLY 
WHAT HE CAN 
SEE AND TOUCH/ 



THAT'S PUTTING 
IT BLUNTLY, 
FRANK/ BUT 
YOU SAID 
YOURSELF... 
REXNADBS5M 
DEAO FOR A 
YEAR} AFTER 
ALL...THE6HOST 




XJU AUTHORS AND \ REX WAS 
>OUR WA6INATSONS/ I ALMOST 
3=XMAY HAVE SEEN/ HUMAN,WALT/ 
A REA\ARKASL£ / WE WERE 



ANIMAL- BUT 
IM AFRAID I 
OON'T BELIEVE 

*. GHOSTS, 
ANIMAL OR 

HUMAN' 



INSEPARABLE/ 

HE FOLLOWED 

ME EVERYWHERE, 

AND WHEN X 

WAS WORKING, 

HE USED TO LIE 




JUST AS HE'S IY/MG 
THERE MOW.*! CAM 
FEEL M/S RRESENCEf 



X HAP SEEN AWAY/ IT HAP BEEN YEARS 
SINCE I LAST SAW CANNON/BUT, WE WERE 
&OOP FRIENDS/THAT WAS THE OMLY 

REASON I DIDN'T LAU6H/ 1 

> I'M MOT 

ALONE /I HAVEN'T 
BEEN ALONE 
SINCE THAT DAY 
FIVE YEARS A60 
WHEN I BROUGHT 
REX HERS AS A, 
PUP/ 




ANO, I'M. NOT RE- 
FERRING TO "KING 
MY U&tf POO/ I 
MEAN fitCXf 

HE'S STILL 

WITH ME ' 




"HOWEVER, I WILL APMIT THAT TH£ SUBJECT 
ITSELF WAS BEGINNING TO GIVE ME A MILP 
CASE OF THE CRAWLS/ 



A VERY UNSUBSTANTIAL 
WATCHPOG, INPEEO... 
WHEN I CAN STANP 
EXACTLY ON THE 
SPOT REX IS 
SUPPOSEO TO 
BE OCCV*>VW&.' 
HAVE ANY 
EXPLANATIONS' 



'CANNON CROPPED THE GHOST BUSINESS/ WE TURNEP IN/ 
3UT, I. WAS NOT TO- SLEEP POR LONG/ IT WAS ABOUT 
THREE A.M. WHEN X WASAWAKENSP WITH A START/ 





'"-AT WAS ALL HE SAID.' I KNEW WHAT FRANK 
+/ANTEP M£ TO BEUEVB.' BUT I STILL HELC7 
=^5T TOMV DISDAIN FOR SPECTRAL DO&S/- 



THE POLICE CAME AND TOOK OUR PRISONERS OFF 
OUR HANDS/ FRANK AND X HAD SOME COFFEE / 
THAT WAS WHEN HE WALKED OVER TO THE BOOK 
CASE / 




IT WAS A PHOTOGRAPH FRANK „ M 
SHOW? P ME. A PHOTOGRAPH Of A 
009 WHICH HAP BEEH PEAP 
fOKMOte THAHA YEAR* 



H£ SOT THAT SCAK JN 
"49- WHEN HE PW.LEP 
ME OUT OF TME PATH 
OF A SPEEPIN0 CA« . 
TME CAR'S etWPER 
CAUGHT H(M. LOOK AT 

rex ctoseiy- 




HOW POES THAT 
UHE ABfOUT POgS 
SO, WALTrONE 
FR)ENPAMANA\Ay 
HAVE WHO'LL SHARE 
THE SOOO ANO 
THE SAP.' FAIT 
UNTIL 08ATH, 
ANO THEN-? 
8EY0N9-- 




"THERE WAS NO A«5TAK1N<5 it. the 
POG IN' THAT PHOTOGRAPH WAS UN- 
MISTAKABLY THE DOG DESCRlSfP BY 

the ®jg&A.KS.CAMm£e£A& 

Arm&f Tteeuvtit&Ti pon't know. 

PERHAPS THIS MAY BE ONE ANSWER f 



Everyone of us lives in two werSdsl _ 



ONE OF THEM WE ACCEPT AS REALITY- 
IN THE OTHER, WE WANDER AS BAFFLED 
STRANGERS, WITNESSING SCENES WE 
CANNOT UNDERSTAND/ 

Use world of year dreams is a strange end fantastic 
place where the onuredidabCe Is the normal.. 

WHERE THE FAMILIAR BECOMES THE «MTESCUe/" ' «««; ««* 
BUKHS UKE THE FIRE OF HAPES AHP LOVE tS AN EMOTION THAT 
IweePS TWtOUSH THE ENTIRE SOUL.' IT'S A SI2ARRE, OUTLANDISH 
WORLP WK!£H WS SHARE WITH THE NtSHT/ 

HERE FOR THE FIRST TIME 

CAPTURED ON PAPER, PRAMATflEP ANP 
UWSTRATED, APE THE STRANGE SCBNES 
Of OUR JOURNEYS INTO SIEEP WHICH 
AffECT EVEN OUR WAKING HOURS/ 



you cm see tksm in the light 

OF BAY AHt> KNOW THEIR RISHTRJL PLACE 
m YOUR EVERYDAY LIFE/ 



RE AD THIS FASCINATING AND ABSORBING 







LAST DATE 




DARLENE CHESTER, fi- 
ancee of Nick Royal, ln> 
sisted upon meeting him 
at the Raymoor Cafeteria 
for their date. They al- 
ways went to the Ray moor 
after a movie for cake and 
coffee; It had a seatimen- 
tal spot in their hearts. 
They were in love and as 
soon as Nick got his de- 
gree, they were going to 
be. married. That is, Kick 
jped they were. He hadn't seen Darlene for two 
souths. And he was plenty worried over the 
reeting tonight. 

The last time h3 and Darlene had been togeth- 
er was the night they had gone to the Carnival. 
Brth of them had been perfectly normal, happy 
people that night. : A little embarrassed, shy and 
giggling, they'd talked each other into going ln- 
5 the Palmist's tent for a reading. "I want to 
see if there are any other blondes in your life," 
Darlene had said. Nick had laughed in his whole- 
■cse way and replied: '!Don't you believe a 
%izg she says, especially about blondes!" 

He remembered waiting outside for her, think- 
teg how lucky he was to have a girl like Darlene. 
Always smiling, always full of fun, ready to put 
« with a serious guy like himself for the rest of 
ker life. She wasn't gone too long. When she 
ease out she wasn't smiling, the color was 
drained from her face, leaving it transparent, and 
ier finger3 trembled as she took his hand, not 
boking at him. "Take me home, Nick. Take me 
home quickly!" Her voice sounded foreign, and 
Kick could say nothing. He had experienced a 
afcock, just looking at her. 

"What's wrong, Honey?" Ha started to say 
^■t she looked like a ghost, but somehow, he 
sonldn't finish thQ sentence. "Hey, come on, 
bcw. Don't take those palm readers seriously. 
ftey're fakes-all of them!" His words were des- 
perate, and he knew she wasn't listening. Nor 
»culd she tell him anything that had' gone on in- 
side the gaudy little tent, 

Ee had telephoned four or five times each day 
g±:ce, pleading with her to see him, to tell him 
wk& had happened. He had gone to her rooming 
lease but she refused to see him. Each day her 
vttfee got thinner, until it became an inaudible, 
hollow rasp. Now, after two months-two months 
a the day— she had accepted a date with him. He 
was to meet her in front of the Raymoor Cafete* 

jack was too overjoyed at first to think about 
Bathing except that he would see Darlene again. 
£r* as he boarded the bus to keep their rendea- 



vous, he was filled with alarm. He mustn't ey 
pect too much. Her voice had been so weak. 
"Poor kid," he thought, "she's been sick, wanted 
to spare me; probably looks like a corpse when 
she doesn't feel well. Well, it's over now— what- 
ever it was that's kept us apart." Whatever it 
was had started that night in the Palmist's booth 
at the carnival. 

He saw her, even before he got off the bus, 
and he was surprised, for he had been prepared 
for the worst, fee stood tall and beautiful as 
ever, the same smiling lips and sparkling eyes 
full of love. Sie reached up to kiss him, and his 
heart skipped a beat. Ker lips were like ice 
* 'Hello, Darling," she whispered. 

She put her arm cheerfully through his, and 
they proceeded to the movie as if it were any 
other date. In the theater she removed her gloves 
and put her hand in his. He involuntarily shrank 
from it, for her hand was cold, like her lips. He 
made some excuse and folded his hands across 
his chest 

He was relieved when the picture was over, 
and they were out in the crisp night air. He 
wanted to hear her talk. In fact, he was ready 
now to demand an explanation, i&e smiled and 
put her finger to her lips, her voice quite nor- 
mal. 'I've something to show you," she said, 
"let's take a taxi." 

Darlene gave the taxi driver the number and 
street address of her rooming house. Nick paid 
the man and they went up the walk, into the re- 
ception lobby, and up the stairs to her room, she 
opened the door and said, "Go on in. Darling. 
And, Darling— don't forget, don't ever forget how 
much I love you!*' 

Nick was not conscious of her words, for as 
he stood in the doorway, his eyes piercing the 
unaccustomed pallor of the room , he thought he 
saw Darlene lying on the bed, A Darlene to match 
the raspy voice of the last two months, a shrunk- 
en, withered, skeleton of a girl with no color, ao^ 
voice, no motion, 

Wbenhe was finally able to turd from the room,' 
to ask Darlene what it meant, what kind of joke 
It was, she was gone. He ran out Into the hall* 
way, but she had vanished. And he was on the 
outside of her door, banging furiously, like a de- 
ranged man. 

Minutes later the landlady and a detective ar- 
rived, not because of the commotion, but because 
the landlady had not seen Darlene all week. 
There was no evidence of unnatural death, and 
Mck was of no help at all, because he kept in- 
sisting that he had had a date with her that very 
night, even after the coroner reported that she 
had been dead for three days. 



■ MM, ...I-fclii.ifcMV 1^7^i.r 



We all know there is such a place. Don't we cany the dream 
in our hearts? Suppose its gates were thrown open to YOU! 
What would you give lor a passport to 




M PGRA90.' 

: FA&JLOVS 
ficR^S THAT 
■ - £ LUREP 
i *cs TO THEIR 
PESTRUCTJON 
S#*C£ TIME 
-;r-AN.' THE 
CONSUL'S 
— CE Z-ANKEP 
"R A 
PUENT... 
- 5 EYES 
» PSNEP 

I- S_OPEN 
- r ^ROR . 
|*R£wPLr, 
.rARLOWE 
;ajGmT THE 
REACTION - 
-\P 
-HP AT 

"-- ^ 
S'JL'5 

SCOVERr... 



yOU PO KNOW SOMETHING, MR. 
CONSUL / THEN I'M ON THE RIGHT 
TJTACKT.' I'VE FINALLY F0UNP A 
MAN WHO CAN &SB ME A ClUE, 
TO ITS WHEREABOUTS" 



Zl 



I.. I ASSURE >OU, MARLOWE, ) BUT I PO, SIR.' 
yOU'RE MISTAKEN. EL /5TRAN6E REPORTS 
PORAPO tNPSBPj A S HMZ. RLTEREP &ACK 

POOL'S 0REAM/ _^TMAT REPFERN IS AWE 

HOW CAH YOU ^^ANP IS ACKNOWLEPSEP AS 
BELIEVE SUCH- ;\A GOD AMONG AN EXOTIC, 
CHILP15H TWAPPLE.' ) LOST TRIgE OP INPlANSi 
COULP IT BE THAT #£ 
FOUND? THAT 
TReASUREP 

LANP? 



- AR£ OSSESSEP, MISTER MARLOWE / 
■X-R OUEST WiLL LEAP YOU TO AN 

ELY PEATH AS IT PIP TO ANOTHER 
MAN.' VERy WELL.. 
r 0O KNOW OF 
EL PORAPO.' 
MEET ME FOR 
TEA THIS 
AFTERNOON 
ANP I- I 
SHALL BRING- 
MORE PER- 

suasjve 

Ev/PENCE 
A&A/NST 

SUCH A , 
SEAfJC^ ' 




English 
Mouse 

WAS STUFFS 

WITH 
STAGNANT, 
TROPICAL 
AFTERNOON 
HEAT, BUT 
MARLOWE 
K5NOREP 
THE 
PI5- 
COMFOKT, 

AS HE 

EXCITEPLY" 

PcRUSEP 

A SLIM, 

YELLOWEP 

MANUSCRIPT., 



n 



>OU M6HVOHZV AH ANDREW PORTER, L 
SIR -WHO IS HE*" WHAT POES HE 
HAVE TO PO WITH THIS MANUSCRIPT? 




-;;^mts/ 

: !*>RT£R WAS 

P '-pjSANDS 
e _=S IN THE 
RCR... REAP 
-y SAVE 
. FROM 
- • 



THE FiRST ENTRy 15 
MARCH 5RC... TWO 
/EARS AGO.' IT SAYS 
1 "TOOAY MAY WELL 
BE THE MOST , 
MOMENTOUS PAY 
OF MY LIFE*" 



\ 



MARLOWE CONTINUED ANPREW PORTER'S- POCUMENT-* 
'AS IT IS MY CUSTOM!' TORTEf? WROTE, " J SPENT 
MANY HOURS AT TN£ LMRARY- POP/NO OVER. 
OLD BOOKS, DOCUMENTS, MAPS.. DREAM/NO 
Of A LOST. WORLD MORE REAL TO ME THAN 
MY OWN. ' 




I AM NOT ALONE WITH MY (CLE PREAM5. 



ALL THESE VOLUMES ATTEST TO THE FACT THAT , 

OTHERS, TOO, HAD VISIONS OF., OF UTOPIA / 

SOMEWHERE, ON OUK 

EARTH, THIS FASLEP 

LANP OF PEACE ANP 

PLENTy IS A 

GOLPEN REALITY/ 




'BUT WHERE 
WAS THIS 
GOLDEN 

cat., this 

SHINING 
EDEN 
WH4CH HAP 
INSPIRED 

MEN 
THROUGH- 
OUT THE 
AGES? 
WHERE 
WAS THIS 
RADIANT 
KINGDOM 
WHICH 
HAP 
LUREO 
MEN TO 
INSANITY 
AND 
DEATH 
IN THEIR 
SEARCH/ 



I KNOW IT EXISTS/ AN!?, I SHALL FIND JT/ 

BUT, HOW FRUITLESS A\Y TASK SEEMS - 

AS I RUN DOWN 

ALL CLUES...ANP 

END UP WITH ifl Bt CO 

NOTHING/ HC ' 

MUPPLgC 



THESE 
ACCOUNTS 
ARE. 



*HL' 



*I GUESS I WAS STARTLED A BIT/ Y£T HIS 
VOICE WAS SOFT... BEARING A SLIGHT ACCENT 
I COULDN'T IDENTIFY/ 



I DIDN'T MEAN TO 
DISTURB' YOUK RE- 
SEARCH, MR. PaRTSS, 
BUT- COULD you 
LEAVE YOUR 

BOOKS... 
ACCOMPANY 
ME... WHERE 
WE CAN 

TALK/ 



m 



WELL, 

X...X... 

SURE 

WHY , 

NOT/ 



MJ» 



JUL 



TRUST ME, ANPREW/ WE 60 TO MV > 
APARTMENT WHERE I CAN TELL VOL! 
ABOUT £ I 0ORADO.' YOU HAVE 
SPENT MANY YEARS IN RELENTLESS 
PURSUIT OF THE SUBJECT... no' 



you SEEM TO 

KNOW EVERYTHING/ 
EVEN MY NAME/ 
HOW.. 



£1 



&£ 



I BEG YOUR 
PAR£70N,MISTER 
PORTER/PLEASE 

CO NOT BE 
ALARM EC/ 



655 






!1 



HAD ANY- 
BODY #Z/r 

THIS MAN 
ADDRESSED 
ME WITH 

SUCH 
PIRECTOE5S, 
I'D HAVE 
REACTED 

WITH 
HOSTILITY/ 
HE 
WAS 
YOUNG- 
OLD... 
AGELESS/ 
HIS 
EYES 
HELO 
THE 
MAGIC 
OF MANY 
WONDERS/ 
X WENT 
WITH 
HIM 
WILLINGLY/ 



I ... CAN'T SAY 
I UNDERSTAND 
MR. ER...ER. 



OH, I'M SORRY, 

ANDREW/ I AM 

SENOR CASTRO/ 

OH/TAX// 



IT IS My BUSINESS TO KNOW MANY THINGS ' 
AMON6 THEM ... YOUR NAME/ LET IT SUFFICE 
TO SAY THAT YOUR EARNEST RESEARCH 
INTO THE EXISTENCE OF 
EL DORADO 
HAS LEO 
ME TO 

you/ 



mm 



T-r-ZAPO/ UTOPIA/ THE PROMISEP LANP/ALL WERE 

' AMP, HE KNEW IT AS I PIP/ BUT WHERE/ PiP Kg 
0»v THAT TOO? MY HEARTBEAT OUICKENEP WHEN WE 

1SEP HIS- HOME / « 1 

- ; ' SENOR CASTRO / THOSE : 

WIS J TOTEMS/ I'VE STUPIEP ARCHAEOLOGY ANP 
rsoORApHY... I /?££& ALL THESE THINGS ARE , 
5ENU1NE... YET, X CAN'T CLASSIFY ANy OF THEM/ 
SBL MUST HAVE TRAVELEP A GREAT PEAL/ 



AS YOU YANKEES SAY... I'VE "BEEN 
AROUNP/" THESE SOUVENIRS ARE INPEEP 
AUTHENTIC/ THE RELICS OF SO CALLEP 
"LOST RACES "... BUT, I AM CERTAIN THAT 
THIS WILL INTEREST YOU MOST OP ALL J 




PRAWN ON PAPER... 
SHEETS OP (SOLP/WITH 
! MARKEP IN A 
UAGE I'VE 
-^ SEEN /— ^ THIS 
>< LANSUA6E 
WAS ANC/ENT 
WHEN NOAH 
PREPAREP POR THE 
FLOOP... THESE MAPS, 
PRINTEP BY CIVIUZEP 
HANPS...EVEN 



THE ROAP TO THE PROM IS EP 
LANP 15 OURS TO TRAVEL, 
ANPREW PORTER/ LIKE MY- 
SELF, YOUR LIFE'S PURPOSE 
REVOLVES ABOUT THIS 
QUEST/ THIS IS WHY I 
SOUGHT yOU OUT... 7© 

go w/tn me/ 





*ANP, NOW, ON THIS PAX OF MARCH 4, 
19 2&, MY FABULOUS TREK HAS BEGUN / 
TOPAY my STRANGE BENEFACTOR ANP 
I STOOP WATCH INS THE SMOULDER- 
ING JUNGLE COAST LOOM LARGE 
ON THE HORIZON., 



THE FIRST 



LEG OF OUR ...OUR APVENTURE 
IS SOON OVER, My FRlENP/SrtlELL 
THAT WARM, TROPICAL AIR / IT . 

IS REPOLENT WITH . — . — "<C 

THE LUXURIOUS 

SCENT OF JUNGLE 

PECAY... 




•VT !* THE MWLS OP APRIL, NOW... AND THE MYSTERY 
Of MY TRAVELING COMPANION GROWS DAILY/ WHO 
/* HEfHE SEEMS TO HAVE AN INSTINCT FOR 
DIRECTION J X NAVE NEVER SEEN HIM CON- 
SULT THE MAP/ 




ARE you TlR£D,MY FRIEND* 
YOU WILL BE PLEASED TO 
KNOW THAT THERE IS A 
CLEARING AT THE NEXT 
BEN 17 OF THE 

RIVER/ 
THERE WE 
WILL WAKE 
CAMP 

FOR 

THE ' 

NIGHT/ ./ *.» 



AN AMAZING MAN, 

SENOR CASTRO.' HE' 

STILL AS FRESH 

AS A OA/SY AFTER 

PAROLING FOR HOUR: 

IN THIS STEAMING 

hotsox/he NevEH 

TIRES... NEVER 
St E EPS/ 



5 



•** 



Vf FOUND THE CLEARING... AS SENOR CASTRO RRE- 
0/CTED/ BUT A FTER BREAKING CAMP IN "THE MORN- 
ING, HE SEEMED RELUCTANT "K> SHOVE OFF-' HE 
JUST KEPT LOOKING UP THE RIVER/ 




'W£VW.*TH£N I SAW...WITH A WHOOP OF GREETJ 
ING5, THEIR PADDLES FLASHING IN THE SUNLIGHT, 
TWO NATIVE INDIANS DRIFTED INTO VIEW.. .AND 
OUICKLY DISEMBARKED/ I WAS FRIGHTENED/ 
YET, THE SENOR EAGERLY MET THEM/ 



I DON'T SAVVY THEIR LINGO/ BUT CASTRO 
DOES/ AS HE ONCE SAJD...HES "BEEN AROUND" 
THEY REALLY SEEM IMPRESSED 5Y HIM/ 




THE IND)AN5 
WERE AWED 
By CASTRO.. 
AS I HAP 
BEEN.., AS 
ANY MAN 
WOULD 
BE/ THEY 
TREATED 

Hl/V\ 
LIKE A 
VISITING 
PRINCE... 
NO... MORE 
LIKE A 
GOO/ I 
WAS TOO 
UNEASY 
TO 
GIVE 
MY 
OBSER- 
VATIONS 
FURTHER 
-Ricitfy 




Jtf ^z 



THERE IT IS, ANDREW/ OKCE Wfi HAVE 
CUT OUR WAY UP THIS (NCLINE...TNE 
WAY IS CLEAR ...TO... EL PORAOO/ 



"AGAIN THE MAGIC WORDS/ FEVERISHLY WS 
HACKED THE CHOKING FOLIAGE AND^APE 
OUR WAY SLOWLY UP ANCIENT CONCRETE, 
STAIRS'/ SUDDENLY,! SAW SOMETHING 
MOVE IN THE UNDERBRUSH/ 



scorr/A 8tts/tMASTe#* 

&EA&Y TO 




~- = *£ IT IS, ANDREW/ THE PROMISED 
LAND YOU SEEK/ FOR OTHER MEN 

'ILL REMAIN A DREA/A... FOR 
MDU,lT !S 



1 WHEELED SHARPLY... LIKE A TREMQltAf& 

6*/*^... SENSING A SITUATION TOO GREAT 
FOR ME TO 6RASP„. j- 




YOU MUST PIE, ANDREW/ IT IS ; 
MY JOS TO SEE THAT YOU CO/ 
THERE 15 NO SADNESS Off 
^USEMENT IN THE TASK/ IT 
VW5 DECIDED LONG AGO THAT 
VDUR KIND ISA TAINT TO 

OURS/ WU /WAY 
DREAM, BUT 
NOT SEEK /IT 
IS OUR LAW/ 




"ALL' /HEW ONCe LIVED IN. THE 

GOLDEN ClTY/THgRE WERE SCWE 
WHOJVBR6 CAST OUT/ THEIR 
CHILDREN NOW PEOPLE THE 
EAfTHrLiytNS ANQ SUFFERING 
AUt? LONGING TO RETURN TO TH£ 
PROMISED LAND/ I HAVE REAL— 
I2|p ; f JHE DREAM / 1 AM CONTENT 
TO WATCH THE DESCENT OF THE 
SUN... AND ANi2UUR'S BLADE / '* 




I THOUGHT THIS JOURNAL WOULC7 
CONVINCE TOU THAT SUCH AN 
ABSURD UNDERTAKING CAN ONLY 
LEAD TO DEATH/ THE NATIVES 
WHO FOUND THIS VOLUME... 
ALSO FOUND THE BODY OF 
PORTER ...STRIPPED CLEAN 
BY VULTURES/ 




MARLOWE DIDN'T SEE THE 
CONSUL STORM OUT IN DISGUST' 
HE WAS THINKING ABOUT 
PORTER WHO FOUND THE 
GOLDEN CITY/ HOW M£ WOULD 
FIND IT TOO... ANO LIVE TO 
TELL ABOUT IT/ 



CECIL MARLOWE LINGERED 
OVER THE LAST ENTRY FA* 
NATED BY THE REVELATION 
ANDREW PORTER/ EXCITEDLY 
HE TURNED TO THE CONSUL. 



AN AMAZING DlARy/SIMPLV 
AMAZING/ PROBABLY A 
MIXTURE OF PACT, FICTION 
AND JUNGLE FEVER/ T/A 

GOING* TO TRY THE 

JOURNEY MYSELF/ 




THANK YOU SIR/ 1 UNDER 
STAND YOU ARE INTERESTE2 
IN FINDING THE LOST CITY 
OF EL DORADO/ I MAY 
OF SOME SERVICE/ 
MIND IF 
I JOIN 

you/ / \( plbasM 

DO 




CECIL MARLOWE WAS 
SEEN LEAVING ENGLISH 
HOUSE IN THE COMPANY < 
A STRANGER /HE VANISHE 
SOON AFTER ANG» WAS 
OFFICIALLY REPORTED P£t 
ON MAY It, \Va&/HA0 HA 

pot/at? me pftomaevu 
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